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and apologize for the meagreness of the fare.
Women stop them in the streets and from their
poverty provide them with melons and figs. Chil-
dren hang upon their arm. Grey-bearded workers
embrace them. These foreign volunteers are over-
loaded with articles of clothing from the quarter-
master's stores; not a single militiaman sets out
for the front so well equipped. When food fails to
arrive in the firing line they are given the last soaked
hunk of bread that is left over in the quartermaster-
sergeant's bag.

Foreigners they may be, but nowhere have I seen
such spontaneous cordiality as here exists between
comrades who barely understand one another, and
I catch myself repeating the words that one of them
addressed to me very slowly and almost mockingly,
as if to imprint them well upon my mind: " Todos
los proletaries del mundo son hermanos!" (All
the proletarians of the world are brothers.)